The spendthrift heir, and the woman tormented by an ogre    125
Thus reflecting lie went into a far country. And as he wandered he came to a city
near Mount Malaya [a purely verbal confusion; the original had Himalaya], And
there he heard at night the cry of some woman calling in distress with piteous tone.
And in the morning he askt the people. And they said: " We know not; every night
some woman cries here, and therefore our city is greatly afraid, fearing some disaster."
Having learned these things Purandara told the king. But the king out of curiosity
went to that city. And at night he put on his sword and took his stand in the grove on
the border (of the town). Hearing the woman's cries he went in that direction, and saw
a raksasa of fearful aspect beating a woman with blows of a whip. And being filled with
compassion the king said to him: *'Ho there, accursed demon! Why do you murder a
woman ? If there is any strength in your arm, then fight with me!" Then in the fight
between the two the raksasa was slain by the king. And when she saw it the woman
gave praises to the king, (saying): " Hail, hero of heroes! By your grace I am become
happy." Then the king said: " Lady, who are you ? " And she said: " I was the wife
of a brahman. And my husband was mightily attacht to me: but in spite of all he
could do I liked him not. And from grief over this he died, and becoming a raksasa
he came to me every night, out of ancient hate, and would beat me. Therefore I am
today become happy thru your kindness; my persecution is at an end. And what
favor can I, a poor weak woman, do in return for you, great hero that you are ?
Nevertheless, as there is no one left in our family line, and I have nine jars of gold,
do you take them. That which I give you is a mere trifle altogether." Then the king,
just for amusement's sake, gave this treasure to Purandara, and returned to his own
city.
Therefore, O king, if such nobility is found in you, then mount upon this throne.
Here ends the twelfth story in the Thirty-two Tales of the Throne
13. Story of the Thirteenth Statuette
Vikrama shames the wise men by an example of unselfishness
southern recension of 13
When the king was again ascending the throne, another statue said:
** O king, only he who has the magnanimity and other virtues of
Vikrama is worthy to mount this throne." King Bhoja said: " O
statue, tell me a tale of his magnanimity." And the statue said:
" Hear, O king.
One time Vikramarka put the burden of the government in the
hands of his ministers and himself went forth in the guise of an ascetic
to wander about the earth. In a village he spent a single night, in a
city five nights. As he was thus wandering, one day he came to a cer-
tain city. On the bank of a river near this city there was a certain
shrine. In this shrine all the people of the place were listening to a
pura$a [ancient semi-sacred text] read by a pura$a-sage. The king
also, when he had bathed in the river, went into the temple and made

